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Though God forget thee, I will not forget;
Though heaven and earth be set Against thee, 0 unconquerable child,
Abused, abased, reviled, Lift thou not less from no funereal bed
Thine undishonoured head; Love thou not less, by lips of thine once prest,
This my now barren breast; Seek thou not less, being well assured thereof,
O child, my latest love. For now the barren bosom shall bear fruit,
Songs leap from lips long mute, And with my milk the mouths of nations fed
Again be glad and red
That were worn white with hunger and sorrow and thirst j
And thou, most fair and first, Thou whose warm hands and sweet live lips I feel
Upon me for a seal, Thou whose least looks, whose smiles and little sighs,
Whose passionate pure eyes,
Whose dear fair limbs  that neither   bonds could bruise
Nor hate of men misuse, Whose flower-like breath and bosom, 0 my child,
O mine and undefiled, Fill with such tears as burn like bitter wine
These mother's eyes of mine, Thrill with huge passions and primeval pains
The fulness of my veins.